CHAPTER IX
CANADA
" Then swell the song1 botli loud and long,
Till rock and forest quiver:
God save our King, and heaven bless
The Maple leaf for ever,"
FROM the clear Australian skies to the
fog-wreaths of Cape Breton! From the
sad-leafed eucalyptus of the south to the
maple-flame of the north! The westward
voyage is at an end, and Quebec awaits her
sovereign's son. It is hard to name the
ancient capital of Canada without a thrill as
memories of glorious days of old pass through
the mind :
" In days of yore from Britain's shore
Wolfe, the dauntless hero, came/'
runs the national song, and these are not days
in which we forget the Empire-builders, On
the city heights two nations fought for half a
continent, and now that the strife is long over,
those two nations furnish the two races in
whose union and mutual goodwill lies the
future of Canada.